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In all except these harmless sins.

Behold! flew In two cherubins,

Clear as the sky from whence they came,

And brighter than the sacred flame:

The boy adorn'd with modesty,                             75

Yet armed so with majesty.

That if the Thunderer again

His eagle sends, she stoops in vain.

Besides his innocence he took

A sword and casket, and did look                         So

Like Love in arms; he wrote but five,

Yet spake eighteen; each Grace did strive,

And twenty Cupids thronged forth,

Who first should show his prettier worth.

But oh the nymph! did you e'er know               85

Carnation mingled with snow?
Or have you seen the lightning shroud,
And straight break through th' opposing cloud ?
So ran her blood, such was its hue,
So through her veil her bright hair flew,               90

And yet its glory did appear
But thin, because her eyes were near.

Blooming boy and blossoming maid,
May your fair sprigs be ne'er betray'd
To eating worm or fouler storm;                           95

No serpent lurk to do them harm;
No sharp frost cut, no north-wind tear
The verdure of that fragrant hair;
But may the sun and gentle weather,
When you are both grown ripe together,              100

Load you with fruit, such as your father
From you with all the joys doth gather:
And may you, when one branch is dead,
Graft such another in its stead,
Lasting thus ever in your prime,          ^              105

Till th3 scythe is snatch'd away from Time.